me that he and his associates are excavating
near Peshawar the capital of the great kingdom
of Gandhara, which welcomed uncounted hosts
of Buddhist pilgrims more than fifteen centuries
ago. When Alexander, on the greatest raid of
all time, came crashing through the Khyber
weeping for more worlds to conquer, he found a
powerful Indian monarch with a vast array of
horse, foot, chariots, and war-elephants blocking
his way here.

Just how long armies have been camping in
Peshawar Plain, the plain that has resounded to
the tramp of so many hundreds of thousands of
British soldiers, no man knows ; but probably
ever since the "black-skinned fiends", the negroid
aborigines of the Sanskrit Vedas, vainly tried to
stem the tide of Aryan invasion something like
four thousand years ago. Manhattan Island, the
gateway to America, was largely wilderness
two hundred years ago; Peshawar Plain, the
gateway to Central Asia, has been a centre of
civilization for more than twenty times two
hundred years. Nevertheless, when we return
from the native walled city to the British military
cantonment, we must spend the night under
canvas, and around us is a barbed-wire barricade,
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